ERECHTHEUS.

And spoil of ravening fishes; that no more

Should men say, Here was Athens.    This shalt thou

Sustain not, nor thy son endure to see,                    41

Nor thou to live and look on; for the womb

Bare me not base that bare me miserable,

To hear this loud brood of the Thracian foam

Break its broad strength of billowy-beating war

Here, and upon it as a blast of death

Blowing, the keen wrath of a fire-souled king,

A strange growth grafted on our natural soil,

A root of Thrace in Eleusinian earth

Set for no comfort to the kindly land,                     50

Son of the sea's lord and our first-born foe,

Eumolpus ; nothing sweet in ears of thine

The music of his making, nor a song

Toward hopes of ours auspicious; for the note

EIngs as for death oracular to thy sons

That goes before him on the sea-wind blown

Full of this charge laid on me, to put out

The brief light kindled of mine own child's life,

Or with this helmsman hand that steers the state

Run right on the under shoal and ridge of death     60

The populous ship with all its fraughtage gone